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A  Patio  in  San  Juan 


Domestic  Science  in  Patios 
and  Shacks. 

The  patios  of  San  Juan,  Porto  Rico, 
in  which  'the  poorer  class  live,  are 
comfortless,  cave-like  abodes  in 
which  deg'radation,  sin  and  misery 
abound.  Yet  from  these  abodes  comes 
many  a  promising  child  who  needs  only 
the  chance  to  become  a  blessing  to  the 
world. 

Passing  along  the  street,  enter  the 
hallway  of  some  large  building,  walk  its 
length  and  you  will  come  to  a  great  open 
court  in  the  rear.  Entering  you  will 
see  groups  of  people  going  about  their 
daily  duties,  perhaps  a  cobbler  at  his 
bench,  a  laundress  making  ready  her 
wash  for  several  families  under  miser¬ 
able  conditions,  a  young  lace  maker,  per¬ 
chance,  trying  to  turn  out  dainty  work 
against  all  odds,  and  a  mother  cooking 


on  a  make-shift  of  a  stove  made  from  a 
tin  oil-can  in  which  charcoal  is  burning, 
while  the  odor  of  cheap  fats,  frying  food 
and  soiled  clothing  in  the  dirty  suds,  be¬ 
comes  almost  unbearable.  Rough-look¬ 
ing  men  are  lounging  about,  and  in  and 
out  run  half-clad  or  naked  children, 
clamorous  and  fretful.  The  pity  of  it 
all  is  that  each  dingy  door  opening  on 
the  big  court  stands  for  a  home,  and  the 
poor  people  trying  to  eke  out  a  wretched 
existence  live — shall  we  say  it? — in 
these  airless  hovels,  the  abodes  of  a 
wretchedness  too  deep  for  words ! 


To  these  benighted  ones  the  sight  of 
a  Bible  woman,  missionary,  visiting 
nurse  or  any  one  who  has  comfort  or 
hope  to  give  out,  is  like  a  ray  of  sun¬ 
light,  and  while  in  many  cases  the  re¬ 
sults  of  labor  among  them  are  slow,  they 
are  sure.  The  greatest  missionary  work 
and  the  most  forceful  reform  movement 
that  could  be  carried  on  in  the  little  capi¬ 
tal  of  Porto  Rico  would  be  a  crusade 
against  the  tmcleanliness,  indecency  and 
misery  which  runs  riot  among  its  patio 
folk. 


Perhaps  the  most  neglected  class  of 
Porto  Ricans  is  the  country  folk.  The 
illiterate  peon  with  his  wife  and  six.  eight 
or  ten  children,  live  like  swine  in  a  small, 
thatched  hut  on  the  mountain  side,  in 
the  remote  fastnesses  of  the  hills,  or  far 
away  in  the  scarcely-populated  regions. 
A  multitude  of  souls  exist  in  these  rural 
parts,  almost  without  opportunity  to  rise 


above  the  dreadful  conditions  into  which 
they  were  born. 

There  are  hundreds  of  children  who 
do  not  attend  school,  because  the  one 
rural  school  in  that  neighborhood  is  full 
to  overflowing;  hundreds  more  cannot 
reach  school  because  of  the  long  dis¬ 
tance  between  their  huts  and  the  school 
house;  and  there  are  many  more  who 
cannot  attend  because  they  have  not  suf¬ 
ficient  clothing.  The  man  of  the  house 
earns  forty  cents  a  day  if  he  works  all 
day.  The  mother  may  earn  fifteen  or 
twenty  cents  in  coffee-picking  season,  or 
planting  beans,  but  this  is  only  at  cer¬ 
tain  times  and  cannot  provide  for  more 
than  the  barest  necessities  for  a  family  of 
eight  or  ten.  They  might  have  a  little 
vegetable  garden  on  their  plot  of  land, 
but  they  have  never  been  taught  how  to 
care  for  it.  They  might  raise  a  few 
chickens,  but  they  do  not  know  how. 
These  are  the  people  who  need  to  be 
taught  how  to  live;  that  it  is  a  disgrace 
to  sleep  where  the  rats  and  vermin  run 
loose,  and  old  and  young  of  both  sexes, 
sick  or  well,  lie  promiscuously  on  the 
floor.  They  need  some  one  to  show  the 
father  tliat  he  should  build  another  room 
of  yagua  leaves  with  a  door  and  window 
and  a  bunk  in  it  for  his  children,  to  tell 
the  mother  to  save  the  pennies  which 
she  wastes  on  tobacco  and  buy  an  extra 
frock  for  her  child  so  that  she  need 
never  run  naked  ;  some  one  to  show  the 
family  how  to  have  a  table  made  out  of 
two  planks,  if  no  more,  at  which  they 


can  sit  together  and  eat,  rather  than  to 
squat  on  the  floor  and  devour  their  food 
out  of  a  gourd.  When  such  lessons  have 
been  learned,  then  tell  them  the  gospel 
story  and  expect  it  to  produce  results. 

Why  are  so  many  men  and  women  liv¬ 
ing  together  out  of  holy  wedlock?  Be¬ 
cause  they  went  to  the  priest,  and  as  they 
couldn’t  pay  the  fee  demanded,  decided 
to  dispense  with  the  ordinance.  Why 
are  so  many  people  buried  without  a 
sign  of  religious  rites?  Because  the 

priest  will  perform  no  ceremony  free  of 
charge.  Why  are  so  many  victims  of 
anemia,  hookworm,  tuberculosis,  etc.? 
Because  no  one  has  taught  them  to  avoid 
contracting  these  diseases.  Here,  then, 
is  the  field  for  the  medical  missionary, 
the  visiting  nurse,  the  missionary 

teacher;  for  just  as  plants,  trees  and 
crops  give  forth  abundant  harvests  in 
this  land  of  promise,  so  will  the  ignor¬ 
ance-dwarfed.  poverty-pinched,  simple- 
hearted  natives  of  both  city  and  rural 
districts  thrive  and  yield  rich  harvests 
under  proper  teaching.  Here  is  the  field 
to  which  the  girls  trained  in  our  Orphan¬ 
age  and  day  schools,  will  carry  the 

lessons  of  domestic  science  and  sanita¬ 
tion  so  sorely  needed  in  patios  and 

shacks. 
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